A SONG FOR THE RAGGED SCHOOL
OF LONDON.

WRITTEN   IN   ROME.
I.

I AM listening here in Rome.

" England's strong," say many speakers,
" If she winks, the Czar must come,

Prow and topsail, to the breakers."

ii.
" England's rich in coal and oak,"

Adds a Roman, getting moody ;
" If she shakes a travelling cloak,

Down our Appian roll the scudi."

in.
" England's righteous," they rejoin ;   ,

"Who shall grudge her exaltations
When her wealth of golden coin

Works the welfare of the nations ?"